














... San Francisco*s gutters are worth rolling 
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HI YO SINNERS! 


When a guy and his gal feel 
like a hunk of sin, they usually have a hell of a time 
finding the right place to do it in. 

The conjovial place, we mean. 
Where the mood matches their mood. 

Which is a maddening thing. 

After we guessed and missed 
exactly seventeen times, we got disgusted and went on 
a hunt for detailed dirt. 

We found it. 

We give it to you now, firmly 
believing that you’ll find in these pages, mood for mood, 
the straight dope on every San Francisco gutter that’s 
worth rolling in. 

__ Hi yo, sinners! 






TO IZZY GOMEZ 
Sin’s magnificent Mug 


SI3% DE 


Terrific Tradition 


By Beniamino Bufano 
Sin and San Francisco 
Getting Plastered . . 

Speakeasies ... 
Swing a Song of Sin . 
Shows That Sizzle 
Sin in Yonr Skin . 
Gambling .... 
The New Sin . . . 


For Men Only . 
For Women Only 
For Strangers . 











TERRIFIC TRADITION 

By Beniamino Bufuno 


San Francisco has a tradition 
of Sin that began when the Roaring Forties was no New 
York hell-ward, but a greedy span of years when men 
rooted in the earth for gold. 

Windjammers plowed ’Round 
the Horn in the Forties, loaded to the gun’ales with 
sheep eager to graze in golden pastures. And with them 
came the wolves . . . card-sharps in checked vests, cut¬ 
throats with hairy hands, satyresses with plump dyna¬ 
mite for sale . . . 


The wolves set up shop on the 
Barbary Coast and to the Coast came all the roaring 
citizens of the Roaring Forties . . . sailors, soldiers, 
vaqueros, bandits, horse-thieves, “Sydney Ducks,” ad¬ 
venturers, drummers . .. 

And the sheep came roaring, 
too, with new hair on their chests and new gold in their 
pokes. 

They were all gay blades with 
ideas who came to the Coast to sin . .. 





In those days Miss Satan, God¬ 
dess of Sin, ruled the Barbary Coast. Though her tail 
was lost in bustle and her horns were lost in hat, she 
had all her well-aged lure. 

Men panted after her as Charlie 
McCarthy pants after a softer knee. 

Sin on the Coast was a man’s 
game in the Roaring Forties. Lusty. Cursing. Hilarious. 
Twirl-mustached sinners drank and gambled and fought 
. . . and played with dynamite . . . night after rowdy 
night. 

It was terrific. 
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Years rolled. Then... thunder! 


Heralds of a new century, the 
’Quake and the Fire rumbled and belched over the 
Street of Sin. In a few seconds, a famous Gutter was 
debris in the gutters. 


Today, the Barbary Coast is a 
gaudy memory, its gilt fast peeling. Sin has spread out 
and taken over the whole City. 

Miss Satan, with her horns and 
tail where you can see them, is still Goddess of Sin; 



But sin roars no more. 

It’s streamlined, impudent, 
jitter-buggy. 

The terrific tradition of the 
Roaring Forties has given way 
to the naked, brittle legend of 
the Nineteen-Forties! 


Famed Sculptor of 
Sun Yat Sen 
and the world-renowned 
Work-in-Progress, 

St. Francis d’Assisi; 
the first sculptor in history 
to work in stainless steel. 





Sin in San Francisco 





VERY, VERY, VERY, VERY 


Sin, as every guy and his gal 
knows, is very, very* bad. And it takes lots and lots of 
time. 

Sin in San Francisco, we’re 
glad to warn you, lives up to its terrific tradition. It’s 
very, very, very, very bad. And takes, consequently, 
lots and lots and lots and lots of time. 

And, if you’re a two-some who 
like to pause in your sinning to big-eye the famed, you 
can add a couple more lots. Because San Francisco 
sinneries are infested with the much-photographed. 

A word of hard-learned advice: 
don’t over-sin. It takes too much out of you. And do all 
your sinning at night. . . . 


IS 





ITT 


SAN FRANCISCO 


— because, on week-ends, and 
on your days off, you’ve gotta see the things that make 
San Francisco San Francisco. 

Of course, if you’ve already 
seen them, you may turn immediately to page twenty- 
seven. 







San Francisco is built on 
fourteen hills. See them. From all angles. They are the 
guts of San Francisco. 

Board a cable car and careen 
up Nob Hill, watching the City fall away at your feet. 

On the Nob, get a bang out of 
remembering that it used to be the roost of the Robber 
Barons. It isn’t anymore, because mostly only famous 
people live there, but you’ll get a bang out of making 
believe it is. 

After that, walk over to the 
hill next door . . . that’s Telegraph . . . and elevator to 
the top of Coil Tower. (Sintax: 25c . . . nothing if you 
walk . . . which is fun.) Up there, leaning on a wind¬ 
swept balustrade, you’ll be socked by a mighty sweep 
of Bay from the Golden Gate to Battleship Row. 

And then ... you’ve only begun 
to see tlie hills of the city of d’Assisi . . . 







Top the skyscrapers of our fair 
city and take a long look around. 

Then, and only then, can you 
say you’ve really seen the hills of San Francisco, in¬ 
cluding the famous Twin Peaks, as advertised on the left. 

And these are things you might 
have forgotten to do ... or see ... Lovely sights, eh? 







wWi 


remember: 


The rest of the musts you’ll 


Walking over the Golden Gate 
Bridge and climbing the hills beyond, from which 
eminence only the gulls and the gods are closer to 
magnificence; 

Seeing famed Mission Dolores; 

Strolling through Chinatown 
and browsing in the queer, incensed shops; oh-ing 
Bufano’s odd, terrific Sure Yal Sen; wandering around 
Fisherman’s Wharf, munching prawns while you watch 
tlie fishing boats come in out of the sunset; strolling 
through WPA’s streamlined Aquatic Park; 

Nosing around the Old Barbary 
Coast and the new International Settlement; 

Driving out to Point Lobos for 
a swim with the seals at Seal Rocks; feeding the pigeons 
on the far-famed Civic Center plaza. 

Which are the tilings which 
make San Francisco San Francisco. 
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We advise you to do these 
things right away. If you don’t you’ll get a bad case of 
Sinner’s Conscience. . . . 

And everyone knows that sin 
hasn’t any zoom unless you do it with a clear conscience. 
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SIN 


When we say sin, we don’t 
mean Sin. Because, naturally, a guy and his gal are 
interested in sinning only in a nice way. Naturally. 

By sin we mean getting plas¬ 
tered, or seeing shows that sizzle, or sinning in your 
skin, or maybe . . . just maybe . . . doing a little gam¬ 
bling. Or taking a crack at the New Sin. . . . 


27 





(IN PARENTHESES) 


(You guy and gal know, of 
course, that you can’t sin at your worst by stripping 
for action.) 


(Sin, like every other worth¬ 
while project, requires certain equipage. In Sin’s case, 
sinquipage. If you’d care to check your favorite sinquip- 
age against ours before you try to get in the groove, 
you’ll find ours on pages 141 to 179.) 
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FIRST 


Bottle and cork above all the 
world’s great sins stands Getting Plastered. 

And, as you who like to drain 
and re-fill well know, it’s tough to find the right place 
to First Sin in. 


The joint’s mood must match 
your mood, or getting plastered degenerates into getting 
pickled. 


So, in contrast to ho mood but 
the gaming mood for Gambling, no mood but the skinny 
mood for Sin in Your Skin, and but seven moods for 
Sizzling, we give you thirteen for sophisticopated 
snoot-filling. 


Moods covering, we feel, most 
of the subtle shadings of the Sin of Sins. 





FOR THE MOOD MELLOW: 

A Magnificent Dump 

This is the magnificent dump 
of Sin’s Magnificent Mug. 

You dance on Izzy’s Linoleum 
table-tops and carve your initials on them! It is the 
joint where all comers do as they please and where 
nobody pleases to be a heel. In a couple of words, the 
joint is mellow .... and the food is tops. 

For forty years Izzy Gomez had 
been a sinner’s best friend. His deeds and misdeeds are 
famous. Sample legend: During Prohibition, he was 
jugged for being bad, spent S3000 during his thirty 
days wining and dining a hundred friends a dav in his 
cell. . .. 


Izzy is gone hut the lamp 
shines on to guide the jaded up the rickety stairs to as 
fine a dinner as this food-fabulous town possesses. 
Helen K. Francis has taken over. 

There is no more sparkling 

kitchen anywhere. 

Izzy 

Gomes’s 

AT: m Pacific. Up¬ 
stairs. Just off the Old 
Barbary Coast. 
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FOR THE MOOD SNOOTY: 

A Suave Sip-Spot 

We think this muraled swank- 
ery, tucked away in one corner of the crumby mag¬ 
nificence that is the Fairmont Hotel, the best of the 
veddy Teddies. 


A guy and his gal with a yen 
to hoist a haughty nose among the famed, go in tails 
and strapless gown. There’ll only be a couple other 
couples similarly garbed, so it’s the opportunity of 
opportunities for really having that snooty feeling. 

A lovely croons. 


Circus 

Lounge 

AT: The Berkeley cor¬ 
ner of California and 
Mason. On Nob Hill. 
The Fairmont Hotel. 


VITAL SINTISTICS 

Open: 10 to midnight. Barchief: 
Harry. The Cirque Room adjoins, 
with music. 



FOR THE MOOD EXOTIC: 

A Side-Street Tuekaway in Chinatown 

Here’s red-leathered super¬ 
swank at its best, with a gracious Chinese boy behind 
the circular bar, a deft-fingered maestro behind an 
alcoved organ, and nothing to do but lap a lip over a 
crystal of wow-water. And roll dice for more of it. 

After a half dozen fingers of 
something or other in this nicheful of Oriental stream¬ 
lining, a guy and his gal notice that there are fish-havens 
imbedded in the walls. 

Closer inspection reveals the 
most sinsuous collection of zebra, giraffe, and leopard 
hides you ever saw on fish. And the swishing of their 
chiffon tails is hypnotic. 

Quota yourself or you’ll climb 

in there with them! 


: 

» 


Twin 

Dragon 

AT: 158 Woverly Place . 
lus! off Chinatown's 
Grant Avenue. 


VITAL SIJiTISIlCS 

Open: 2 to midnight. 
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FOR THE MOOD DICTATORIAL: 

The World at our Feet 


You zip up nineteen floors to 
this shadowy smoothery and, with a glass in one hand 
and each other in the other, you gaze loftily down on 
the City ... on the Bridges etched in yellow fog-lights 
against a black sky, on 20th Century’s grim Chateau, 
<Flf, on the storious hills beyond, on the brooding Pa¬ 
cific. 


It gives out with expansive 
muchness that king-and-queenof-all-we-survey feeling. 
For After-Dark San Francisco is a tiara set with electric 
diamonds and neon rubies. . 


Top 

o’ 

the 

Mark 

AT: California and Ma¬ 
son, the Palo Alto cor¬ 
ner. On top of the Hotel 
Mark Hopkins. 


VITAL SIKTISTICS 

Open: 11:30 to midnight. Tip: go 
during the day for the day’s best 
view of San Francisco . . . and 
around seven at night... to avoid 
having to wait in line at the eleva¬ 
tor! Music: yes, but no dancing. 
Host: Robert (Bob) Lee Williams. 
Barchief: Kaye. Sintax: Beer’s 
two-bits, but other drinks are rea¬ 
sonable. 






FOR THE MOOD GARRULOUS; 

The Lair of the Fourth Estate 


John and Bill Breen were 
offered a hundred Gs for this joint and they refused it. 
You would have, too, if you cashed $25,000 worth of 
pay checks every week! 

It’s a down-at-the-heels combi¬ 
nation of bar, cafeteria, and card-room, the hang-out of 
all newspapermen and stopping-off place for nearly all 
big shots. 


The whole set-up is designed to 
warm the cockles of a presshawk’s heart. But, especially 
the prices, whicli are the kind you’ve always wanted 
to pay. 


Over the scarred bar wing the 
wild, great lies of San Francisco’s mightiest bar-flies ... 
lies that become City Room legends. 


Breen’s 

AT: 71 Third Street. 


VITAL SINTISTICS 

Open: 10 to midnight. Hosts: The 
Breens. Barchief: Joe. 
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FOR THE MOOD 
SWASHBUCKLING: 

Trading Post of the Seven Seas 

If you thought you knew a 
spot where you could get all the drinks of all the world, 
you’d think you were drunk. If you thought you knew 
a spot that went further than that, you’d know you 
were drunk. At Trader Vic’s you know. 

Sample names from a long, 
long list: TheTorgue, The Zombie (a real dirty stinker), 
The Dr. Funk (a Tahitian tornado). The Okolemaluna. 

The selling of all this cosmo¬ 
politan concocting is rambling, shacky, South Seasey. 
Trader’s trappings are everywhere. An outrigger canoe 
is suspended from the ceiling. The varnished ghosts of 
long-dead fish, ship models, whalebone, sea lanterns, 
nets, and other colorful junk adorn the walls. 

Around the corner from the bar 
there’s a South Sea garden with falling water, growing 
tropical plants, beach tables. 

When you leave, you sign the 
register ... a big book weighted with many a famed 
international name . . . and gel your Trading Permit 
from Vic. 

Trader vital simtistics 

Vic’s Open: 4:30 p.m. to 12 p.m. Food, 

too. Barchiek and Host: Trader 
Vic. 


AT: 6500 San Pablo. 
In Oakland. 






FOR THE MOOD BRITTLE: 

Lavender Glass and Black Kid 


When* Noel Coward writes 
another play, or smiths another tune like “Mad Dogs 
and Englishmen,” go here to talk about it. 

In this tinkle-tankle atmos¬ 
phere you’ll feel blastingly blase, like a Dali duchess 
kicking a monocled octopus out of bed. . . . 

It’s a hundred thousand bucks 
worth of glitter. The walls are black kid, the ceiling is 
du Pont’s new translucent Lucite, which was once coal. 
Cciling-to-floor mirrors are spotted around where you 
can sneak a look at yourself when you’re feeling your 
cleverest. The floor is turquoise-rugged. 

The whole joint changes color 
according to whim. They just pour it into Lucite and 
it goes into the mirrors and on to you and into your 
drink. 

Duced intriquin’, what? 

Orchid vital simistics 

Room Opens 10 to midnight. Every day. 

Headwaiter: Rudy. Hats to: 

AT: The St. Francis and Phyllis - 

Hotel, on Powell, be¬ 
tween Geary and Post. 

Four entrances. 
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FOR TELE MOOD MODERN: 

One of the hang-over spots 
from the speak-days. The food is designed for the 
Guy or Gal who knows their cooking. 

The dance music is sexy sound¬ 
ing and the show moves at a gal-luscious pace. 

Joe is apt at any time to step 
onto the floor and put on an impromptu Apache. 


VITAL SIKTISTICS 

Cltlb Jtloderne Open: Seven days — no cover 
... c „ c , charge — 3 shows nightly — din- 
A1:555 Sutler St. . . \wiln 






FOR THE MOOD VICTORIAN: 

Faded Footlight Fodder 


The Past comes to life richly 
here. On the mellow-panelled walls great canvasses and 
ancient handbills trumpet the fame of The Theatre’s 
great-and-gone. 

AMERICAN THEATRE 
Immense Bill of Attraction! 

The Nautical Drama of 
“THE PILOT" 

June 29, 1852 

David Belasco, Edwin Booth, Lillian Russell, Lola 
Montez . . . the proud yellow bills blast out ballyhoo 
for them all. . . . 

And there’s Bret Harte, Mark 
Twain, Emperor Norton . . . many another famed San 
Franciscan in that crowd on the canvas over the bar! 

Jimmy Roosevelt, Bette Davis, 
Joan Bennett, Brick Marcus, Dinty Doyle ... all the 
long list of “Who’s Ballyhooed” can be found here at 
one time or another. The deep chairs, the tall drinks, 
the casual checking off of Congressmen, chorus-cuties, 
and cutthroats as they come and go . . . all these things 
give it a Something that makes it one of those places 
you have to go hack to. 


Happy 

Valley 

AT: Neic Montgomery 
and Market in the Pal¬ 
ace Hotel. 


VITAL SIXTISTICS 

Open: 10 to midnight. Barchief: 
Elmer. 
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FOR THE MOOD PUGILISTIC: 

San Francisco’s Jack Dempsey’s 


It’s papered with autographed 
photos of every prize pug who ever lived. Millions 
of ’em. 

A guy and his gal can slog 
around reading yellowed, mildewed famous scrawls 
until closing time. Or pop-eye the pugs themselves as 
they come in between their cauliflower ears. 

It’s the right spot to get outside 
of a couple cases of beer and have a damn-good-and- 
long argument about the alleged brittleness of the Louis 
chin, for instance, and who’s the guy to chip a piece 
off of it. 

Or, you can talk about the wild 
blonde at the next table. 


Parente’s 

AT: 592 Pacific. On the 
Old Barbary Coast. 


VITAL SINTISI1CS 

Open: 12 to midnight. Barchief: 
Bruno. (He's been around since '06 
and knows all the stories behind all 
the pictures.) 
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FOR THE MOOD 

SOLTH OF THE BORDER: 

llot Cha Cha 

Joaquin Garay’s venture into 
the Big League. After three years at the original spot 
on Powell and Bay the personable little Mexican has 
climbed up to a fabulous location on Fisherman’s 
Wharf. 

There is no better delineator 
of entertainment — and Joaquin’s show should satisfy 
the most indifferent eyes and ears. 

Food excellent and on the 

Mexican Side. 

Joaquin vital sintistics 

Garay's Open: 6:00 to 12:00 P. M. 

Greater 

Copacabana 

ON: Fisherman's 
Wharf. 
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FOR THE MOOD MAUVE: 

Boy-Girls 


The little girl waitresses 
look like boys. The little-girls-who-sing-swect-songs look 
like boys. And many of the little girl customers look 
like boys. 

Murals of naked girls look like 
girls . . . with a slightly tart flavor . . . 

There’s a wandering artist in a 
green beret who’ll sketch you for a buck. And Mona, 
fferself. 


VITAL SINTISTICS 

Open: 12 lo midnight. Entertain- 
Mona’s ment: Songs at intervals all eve¬ 

ning. Hostesses: Mona and Sybil. 
Boy-girls: Waitresses Jcmie, Kay, 
AT: The new address — and Patsy; Hat-checker Jean. Bar- 

440 Broadway. On the chief: Saul. 

Old Barbary Coast. 




FOR THE MOOD FLOPPY: 

Elegance 

When a goy and his gal are 
loo befaggled to go anyplace . . . and they still want to 
get plastered . . . here’s how to do it at home. . . . 

Guy: ease into your swankiest 
Joseph’s Coat . . . the dressing gown or smoking jacket 
you get a wham out of looking at through a tall fizz. 

Gal: drape the body with a 
negligee diaphanous . . . something you can see your 
fizz' through. 

Then, drinks in hand, settle into 
the most comfortable lap you can find and go to it. 


VITAL SIXTISTICS 

Garb: For sin-in-silk, guy and gal, 
The g° to Cumps. 250 Post. They have 

The Mandarin Shop, a gown de- 
\partment partment that will re* and/or se¬ 
duce you to a sensuous quiver. 
Sintax: Plenty. But you’d pay 
double gladly. If you had double. 





one of those dark alleys . . . 
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FOR CULPRITS AFTER 
CURFEW: 

Dark Alleys 


From curfew to San Francisco 
mornings, it’s a sin-against-the-law to buy a hoist of 
anything anyplace. 

Which is tough when you’re just 
getting nicely oiled. . . . 

However, we advise all sinners- 
after-curfew not to jump a taxi and go to one of those 
dark alleys where you find the old door with the little 
window in it. Because San Francisco has a very efficient 
police force and they may find out about these dives 
anytime now. 

Besides, speakeasies are tough. 
We went to one (we were so stiff we couldn’t possibly 
remember where it was) and we saw a bag beaned with 
a beer-bottle by her old man. Then the fellow she was 
out with slapped Friend Husband down with a table 
top. It was messy. Very messy. 


VITAL SISIISTICS 

Open: mostly from 6 to 6. Taxi: 
If you gotta go, buzz TUxedo 1234 
(evening dress-easy numbers) for 
Taxi! a Yellow Cab. Which doesn’t mean, 

of course, that any Yellow Cabster 
knows where these holes are. Or 
that the Yellow Cab Company 
wouldn’t fire him if they found out 
that any hackster worth his salt does 
know. No, sir I 




FOR THE MORMV.AFIEU: 

Uang-Over Uouse 


’S SHERENE, this li’l ol’ eat- 
shpot. Sherene, wish blue walsh. 

’S in the majeshtic shada o’ the 
Gol’en Gate Bri’sh, an’ sherene. 

Here a hang-over vanishesh ’s 
quickly’s hang-over ev’ vanish’. 

’S up. Lookin’ the Bay over, 
an’ the Pashific over, an’ the li’l ol’ Gol’en Gate over. 
Th’ perfec’ shpot fer a Shunday mornin' breakfas’ af’er 
an all nigh’ party. Af’er a big li’l ol’ party. 

Af’er chow, skoot down t’ China 
Beash. ’S jus’ below. An’ take a dip in the li’l ol’ briny, 
ol’ briny, ol’ briny. 

’N then go t’ shleep in the 

shand in the shun. . . . 


Round 

House 

A•: Thish en ’ o’ th’ 
Corn Gate Brisk. 


VITAL STATISTICS 

Op’.N: 8 to midnight. Foo’: Evc’- 
thin’ from qui’-snash t’ steaksh. A 
li'l ol’ tip: try waffuls, stripped wi’ 
bacon. Yum-muy! 
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A LUSTY CHORUS 


Knights in merrie Olde Eng¬ 
land, thumping out lusty choruses of sin with their mead 
cups, set a style. 


Many a Twentieth Century sin¬ 
ner still thumps. His beer stein. Sinnoisseurs, however, 
usually drink stuff that takes all the thump out of them 
and it's time, then, to swing a song of sin. 

Here are a few one-finger opi to 
try your swing (and your thump) on. . . . 







(Chorus): Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhb, Lei’s go to ihe Devil, 
Let’6 sin like merry hell I 
Let’s raise the roof, 

The roof. 

The roof. 

The roof, 

The roof. 

The roof! - 

Let’s raise the roof of the city 
And sin like merry hell! 

2. Let’s go to town 
And see some shows. 

See some shows. 

See some shows! 

Let’s go to town and see some shows, 

Some super-super sizzling shows. 

Where the girls are very naked, 

Or just don’t wear any clothes! 

3. Let’s gambol to the races, 

And lay a gambling bet. 

Lay a gambling bet. 

Lay a gambling bet! 

Let’s gambol to the races. 

And lay a gambling bet. 

Or let’s roll those bouncing bones. 

Or play some rou-roulelte! 
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Where? 

Where? 


Where? 

Well, my fine falutin’ friend, if you please, 
The Devil has dimples on her knees! 


(Chorus): Ohhhhhhhhhh, The devil has dimples 


On her knees, 

On her knees! 

Devilish little dimples, 
As cute as you please. 
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THAT NEW, NEW SIN 

Lyrics by Jack Lord Music by Allen Wyatt 


1. Oh, what do you do, when the doc says “No! 

“No more hooch, or you know where you’ll go. 

“You've gotta give up this sinful dissipation, 

“ 'Cause you’ve got ulcers in your corporation!" 

2. Oh, what do you do at a sizzling show. 

When you’ve got friend wife in tow, in tow. 

And a chorus cutie winks and bumps at you, 

As much as to say, "I like you, too!” 

3. And what do you do when you’ve got a hot streak. 

When those dice do everything; why, damn near speak? 
And the cops bust in and take you to the can. 

And the judge says, “Oh! Oh, you naughty man!” 

Now, in case you don’t know. 

We’ll tell you. 

You get blue, and blue, and blue, and blue . . . 

Until you remember, 

By cracky, Gunga Din, 

That you’ve forgotten. 

That new. New Sin! 

“I’m not through yet,” you yell, “Not me! 

"Why, skizzle-de-bump, de-bump, de-be, 

“SkizzIe-de-bump, sldzzle-de-be! 

“Not me, not me, not, me, you bet, 

"For there’s New Sin left in the old coot yet!" 




Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh, There’s New Sin left in the old coot yet, 
'■^2 New Sin, New Sin, yes, you bet! 

Skizzle-de-bump, 

Skizzle-de-bc, 

Get 5’ 0ur rump, 

" And yell, “Whoopee!" 

/ There’s New Sin, New Sin, yes, you bet, 

New Sin left in the old coot yet! 























GEOGRAPHY AND ETIQUETTE 


Any gal knows that her guy, 
if he’s like most other gal’s guys, is at times vitally 
interested in the geography of gal-legs. Because leg- 
eography sizzles. 

It is necessary, however, to re¬ 
mind her now that this sin, like all others, is essentially 
a matter of moods, and that, of all the legs in the world, 
he is most certainly interested in hers most. Really. 

And it is necessary to remind 
her of feminine sizzle-show etiquette. To wit, she must: 
one, during the show, watch the voluptuous vcni with 
absorption; not her guy’s face with suspicion. And she 
must, two, say afterward, “What a beautiful bump!” 
Not, “I saw your tongue hanging out, you big bum!” 

A wise gal realizes that seeing 
shows that sizzle is just as much her business as it is 
her guy’s. So she nonchalantly watches the whole pro¬ 
ceeding and tries to learn something she can use herself. 

Too, she remembers that, after 
all, this is sin. After all. 








FOR THE MOOD ESTHETIC: 

Girls IVilh Detc in Their Eyes 

This cutter-joint makes a 
practice of importing lively lovelies in dozen lots. 
Scanty-clad, fairy-like, they tickle rather than torpedo 
the senses. 

They usually have the best show 
in town here. Top-Notch, Big-Time shows. 

The Bal is big and forested with 
tables, behind and under which are to be found big-shots 
from all waltzes of life. It’s a best best when a guy and 
his gal want to combine streamlined sinning with a 
superb filet mignon. 

Wear your tux, guy, and bring 
your autograph book, gal! 


Bal 

Tabari n 


VITAL SIATISTICS 

Open: 6 to 12:00. Closed Monday 
nights. Garb: Swank; semi-swank. 
Shows: 8:40 to midnight. Danc¬ 
ing: Between shows, beginning at 
8. Food: Everything. And good. 
Headwaiter: Fred. Barchief: 
John. Hats to: Elsie. Sintax: 
Don’t forget your wallet, guy, if 
you’re making an evening of it. It’s 
a two buck minimum per person. 
(Worth Iwo-tifty ... if you’ve got 
two-fifty!) 


AT: 1025 Columbus. 







FOR THE MOOD 
OF THE GAY 90’s: 


Bee and Ray Goman are con¬ 
tributing to tlie delinquency of the 40 year oldsters 
with their ribald gags of the 90’s — their roving mike 
and their double entendre song patters. 

Try and get a seat — that is a 
double dare. And once inside try and get out before 
curfew time. 

Cocktails 

Fried Chicken with bib 

Gang singing—continuous en¬ 
tertainment. 

Bee and Ray vital sisiistics 
Goman’s Open: 5:30 to 12:00 P. M. 

Gay 90’s 

AT: 555 Pacific St., 

International 

Settlement 
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FOR THE MOOD EXPANSIVE: 

!Sumer One Might-Spot 

There’s always a now-you- 
see-it-now-you-don’t performer at the Music Box. 

Other big - and - little - timers 
carry on with the usual Broadway stuff .... music, 
moans, leg lexicon .... 

You can put away an evening 
here with no trouble at all, wining, dining, dancing, 
together with a fine floor show. 


Music Box VITAL STATISTICS 

Open: 6 to midnight — Dancing 
AT: 859 O'Farrell St. from 7 — First Show 8 — Host 
& Manager Lloyd Campbell. 



. . . very naked . . . 


FOR THE MOOD CHOICE: 

The Complete Hot-Spot 

Whether she’s a new blonde, 
an old blonde, or no blonde at all, here’s where to bring 
her when you feel she needs the bang of having been 
to a night-club. 

The elevator man, the hat-check 
girls, the maitre d’hotel, the waiters, the MC, the chef, 
the bartender, the girls in the show ... they all have that 
movie touch that you associate with the real thing. 
Smartly on their toes, gracious, affable . . . the Ah-Ycs- 
Mr.-Big-Shot sort of thing_They make you feel good. 

You’ll like the food, which is 
superb, because it was cooked by Bimbo. You’ll like 
your drinks because they’re good. You’ll like the show, 
because it has been imported from Hollywood, with a 
full quota of wild, beautiful women with long legs. . . . 

You’ll like the expensive set¬ 
ting. You’ll like the not-so-expensive check. 


Bimbo’s 
365 Club 


AT: 365 Market. 


VITAL SIKTISTICS 

Open: 4 until you're ready to go 
home. (No drinks after 12, natural¬ 
ly.) Food: American by Bimbo. 
Tip : Try the roast pheasant. Maitre 
d’IIotel: Andy. Barchief: Vic. 
Hats to: Marie. Shows: 7, 9:15, 
and 12. 



FOR THE MOOD ORIENTAL: 

Real Chinese Setting 

If this color-infested spot were 
in Manhattan — it would be just as crowded as it al¬ 
ready is in San Francisco. 

Your only chance to get a fresh 
slant on an all Chinese show — at its very best. 

The food m-m-m—especially 
the chicken. American dinners are on a par with the 
superb Chinese cuisine. 

Charlie Low em-cees when he 
is not swinging a mallet at the Riviera Polo Club in 
Los Angeles. 


Forbidden vital simistics 

City Open: 4:00 to 12:00 P. M. 

AT: 363 Sutter St. 
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FOR THE MOOD LUSTY: 

Rhumba! 


Here’s the hottest rhumba 
this side of Havana. Gus Cricchi, a Connoisseur of Cata- 
paulting Curvesomeness, and a good-friend-and-true, 
vows it’s better, swears it blankets terrific torsoings seen 
during ten nights at Sloppy Joe’s. 

The girls are lush lumps . . . 
dusky, with liquid black eyes. And the arch-wriggle- 
writhe-arch-bump trill pin back the eyelids on any 
normal guy and his gal. 


Sinaloa 


AT: 1416 Powell, just 

off the Old Barbary 
Coast . 


VITAL SIXTISTICS 

Garb: anything. Open: 5 to mid¬ 
night. Dancing: On a three-mari 
dance floor to the music of the 
strolling players. Hosts: Bruno 
and Earle. 
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FOR THE MOOD INDIGO: 

Beautiful Boys 


Guys and their gals in the 
know sit at least three tables from ringside and let them¬ 
selves be sucked in by insidious illusion. 

Wigged, gowned, rouged, lip- 
sticked, and mascara-ed, ten beautiful boys become sing¬ 
ing, clowning, ravishing women. In a revue of revues. 

It’s a Rabelousy rendezvous. 

It’s different! 


Finocchio 

Club 


AT: 506 Broadway. On 
'Jte Old Barbary Coast. 


VITAL SIX TIN TICS 

Open: 9 p. m. to midnight. Garb: 
semi-swank. The Girls: 9:30 and 
11:15. No dancing. Host: Mr. 
Finocchio. Headwaiter: Benny. 
Barchief: Roy. Hats to: Jo. 









NINO MILO’S MOCAMBO: 

A Smart Spot 

Intimate — Sexy — Rendez¬ 
vous of the bored set about town. 

A real “Latin from Manhat¬ 
tan” atmosphere with first class liquor — food and 
legs. 


Em-cee. 


Nino Milo is your Host and 


Tell him you are a member of 
the “Where to Sin in San Francisco Club” and he 
will be of greater assistance to you in your sinful 
ambitions. 


IVino Milo’s 
Mocambo 

AT: Powell at Bay 


VITAL SINTISTICS 

Open: 6 to two. Closed Tuesdays. 
Shows: Three a night. Dancing: 
From 7 on. Host: Nino Milo. 
(Tip) Phone (EXbrook 2026) for 
reservations. 
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LONG, LONELY BEACH 


Give a guy and his gal a beach. 

All to themselves and at night. 

And you have the makings of 
moon-dunked monkey business. 

For there’s no sin like dancing 
on lonely beaches, or basking in the brine ... or sizzling 
up a steak over a driftwood campfire. . . . 

Or scooping up stars. . . . 


Swim by 
Xtoon-Glow 


The Beach starts at the 
Cliff Bouse and heads 
/or L. A. Pick your spot. 


VITAL SIMISIICS 

Time : a night after a hot day, so the 
water’ll be only cool and the air a 
little warmer. (When it is remem¬ 
bered that they bring the brass 
monkeys in at night in California, 
it will be readily seen that the 
night must be picked.) S inquipaCe: 
blankets, a frying pan, food, a pint 
and tow-els. 
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THERE’S HEALEY NOTHING 
TO IT 


Rumor: San Francisco’s Down¬ 
town (bounded by Market, Van Ness, Civic Center, and 
Bush) is just lousy with gambling joints. 

We: Gambling? Aw ... there’s 

really nothing to it.... 





It’s like this: we’ve never seen 
one of these third-floor joints, where green tables are 
guarded by men with fat armpits. 

We don’t even know that there 

are such joints. 

(It’s a good tiling for us, of 
course, that we don’t know. About the crapperies. And 
the roulette rendezvous. And the Chinatown Fan Tan¬ 
neries. Because, if we did, the cops would want to know, 
too, so they could break in the steel-lined doors and 
arrest people. And, naturally, if we knew, we’d tell 
them, because we’re law-abiders. Absolutely.) 

As far as we can find out, the 
wise thought on gambling-around-town seems to be that 
the three monks had the right idea. . . . 
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One thing can be safely said ... 
it’s easy as anything to get an air-conditioned gullet if 
you don’t show some simian sense. 

Rashly speaking therefore: 

Even if we did know where these 
joints are, and if we told you where, you couldn’t just 
walk in and play with the bad, bad boys who run them. 

The reason for that is that once 
upon a time a Stranger lost his pants in one. And he 
didn’t know The Rules; he went and told everybody he 
knew in a loud voice where he bad lost his pants. 

That was an Error. 

Eventually, so the story goes, 
the Stranger was very sorry he made it. So sorry, in 
fact, that he went out and committed suicide. 

After this tragedy, it seems that 
the bad boys decided not to let any strangers in unless 
Somebody Who’s Known said, “They’re regular.” 

And, naturally, we haven’t the 
slightest idea where you guys and you gals could find 
anybody to say that about you. . . . 
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Of course, if you’ve just got to 
have an introduction to the under-whirl of greasy decks 
and hopping bones and bouncing balls, you might ask 
your friends who gamble. 

Or a night club proprietor. 

Or a headwaiter. 

Or a bell-hop. 

Or a bartender. 

Or the manager of a hotel. 

Or one of the book-makers 
down around Post and Powell. (By book-makers we 
mean, naturally, men who make books. You know, 
books. . . .) 
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. . . hold themselves aloof . . . 
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By the way. Betting on the 
ponies is a sin-against-the-Iaw, too. 

Only nobody seems to know it 
except the ponies. Who hold themselves aloof from it 
all right snootily. 

You’ve heard, no doubt, that 
any Down-town barber, bartender, bell-hop, or cigar- 
store proprietor can tell you where to place a bet. Or 
will place it for you. . . . 

All we actually know about it 
is this: we went into a cigar store once to buy a pack 
of smokes and there were Irish Sweepstakes tickets for 
sale, lying on the counter. Right on the counter. 

That was months ago, however, 
and we’ve forgotten where the store is. 


Ill 



A last word: 


Tonight, when you go gambling, 
remember: the cops may find out about these joints any¬ 
time now. . . . 

When'they cell you, don’t say 
we didn’t wag a bony finger. . . . 













ANALYSIS 


All things new are a combi¬ 
nation of the old and the new. They’re old gags with 
new twists. 


The old elements of the New 

Sin are two: 

People; and 

Something Else. 

To these is added a new sin- 
combination ... sin from four separate angles which, 
totaled, adds up to something new. . . . 








The four sinangles: 


One, a guy and his gal in a sin¬ 
ful mood. You commit the New Sin only when rarin’ to 
sin. On the nights you get plastered. On the nights you 
sizzle. On the nights you skin-sin. On the nights you’re 
having a hot streak. . . . 

Two, sinners. You commit the 
New Sin only with the help of other weak and sinning 
flesh. 


Three, your sinful singlcmind- 
edness, which is to discern in these sinners the. essence 
of sin. 

(Secret: Sinessence is found in 
sin carried to the nth degree of intensity and comiculity. 
Like Two Ton Tony absorbing his thirty-nine steins. Like 
Multimillionaire So-and-So tailing Sinderella on free¬ 
wheeling crutches.) 

(Like the midnight you guy 
took you gal piggy-hacking down Main Street. . . .) 






Four, your sinful motive, which 
is to preserve classic sinnessence forever, so you’ll pos¬ 
sess sure stimulus to more ingenuous sinning. 

Sinning ingenuously is, of 
course, the highest type of low-ness a sinaddict can 
aspire to. In fact, he must sin ingenuously, or lie’s a 
goner. For without new sinuances, without an ever-fresh 
stream of subtle changes for the worse, gay, delighting 
sin one day turns on you like a Genuine Gilt-Edge Oil 
Stock, becomes a fat, growling vice. 

Sinaddicts should embrace the 
New Sin whole-heartedly at once, and avoid such a piti- 




Now . . . that Something Else. 
A simple, much mis-used tool, 

A candid camera. 

A good candid camera, prefer¬ 
ably. leaded with color film. And equipped with a flash¬ 
bulb set-up for night work. 

Because choice sin is worthy of 

choice recording. 


VITAL SINTISX1C8 

Candid Cameras and Equipment: 
A hunt all over town has revealed 
the spot to get the best in New 
Sinquipage. 

It’s Eastman's, at 216 Post. 

No need to enlarge upon their big 
reputation, except to say that they 
can do big things for New Sinners. 


Nete- 

Sintlstics 





TOE NEW SIN IN ACTION 

Now, let’s fuse these elements 
into a compound tagged New Sin. We give you the steps 
in the slicing of one juicy slab of sinessence: 

It’s after-dark. You’re raring to 

see a torso boil. . . . 

You grab your candid camera 
in one hand, your sin-partner in the other, you hastily 
consult “Where to Sin,” and, with your pocket full of 
Kodachrome film you prance away to the sinnery that 
has on tap what you want. 

There, the show is on. You take 
a few preliminary shots of under-table tussling while 
the hot honey warms up her motor, your eye peeling her 
the while. 

Suddenly, you grow tense. 
She’s near one of the tables, tossing it up to an apoplectic 
moonfacc. Her torsoing is terrific! His eyes stand out 
like |>oached eggs! Then, wham! She contorts a pelvic 
arch with a wallop that bangs his head hack, leaves his 
ears standing in mid-air! 

And his toupee slides down 
over his nose, blinding him. . . . 

Click, goes the old think-tank 
... What a zinger! Click, goes your candid camera . . . 
And classic sinessence is yours forever! 
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"Favorite Gutters” 


THAT SIMESSE1VCE MAY BE 
IMMORTAL 


Sinful photographs should, 
we feel, be mounted in albums. 

Every New Sinner will, natu¬ 
rally, want to do a saluscious job of mounting. So we 
just mention, in passing, how we do it; if you can pick 
up a tip, why . . . pick. 

We’ve chosen easily-pocketed 
sin-albums about the size of ‘Where to Sin,” and have 
arranged them in something of the same order ... Photo 
on the left hand page, dirt on the right opposite. Our 
dirt includes who, why, when, where . . . and, if the 
photo doesn’t quite show it, what. 

The one thing we’re proud of 
is our cover system. We use no worded titles; our classic 
in each classification has been enlarged and mounted 
on heavy Bristol board. That’s the cover. 

Our “Getting Plastered” series, 
for instance displays photo-titles such as: “Favorite 
Gutters,” “Old Soaks,” “Crocked Cutics,” “Sub-table 
Sinnoramas,” and so on. 

Our collection of albums has 
grown so that we’ve been forced to set aside a Sin Room 
to hold them all. At this writing, we’ve moved every¬ 
thing out of it but the albums and some pillows. 




SINCIRCLE SIN-SHOWING 


• . 



Rabid New Sinners, not miss¬ 
ing a bet, have organized into Sincircles and hold regu¬ 
lar meetings for the discussion of late-and-hot sinuances. 

It’s a go idea; the Sincirde to 
which we belong, the Powell Street Local, has become 
the spawning ground for some juicy stuff. . . . 

Our main activity is a bi¬ 
monthly Sinshowing, at which time each member ex¬ 
hibits his choicest. 

We charge jaded non-members 
a buck a look and clear enough to pay our gallery rent 
und pad a steadily fattening kitty to hoot. When the kitty 
is fat enough, we use it to finance an evening of collec¬ 
tive sin for the entire Circle. 


> 
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sometimes a 
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JONES AND TURK 


Long before the invention of 
traffic signals, guys discovered that all gals have either 
red or green lights in their eyes. 

Sometimes a guy has to go 
where the red lights are to find the green lights. . . . 

San Francisco's lights experts 
are her taxi-drivers, bell-boys, bar-tenders, shoe-shine 
boys, cigar-store proprietors, and cops. 

And newsboys. Especially the 
boys down around Jones and Turk. . . . 

Note: Sin is naturally against 
the law in San Francisco. 




.A 


For Women Only 




AMATEUR HOUR 


A ROOKY cop, switching signal 
lights for the first time, is un-nerved when the lights are 
green and there’s no traffic at his intersection. A Go-eyed 
Amateur is for all the world like a rooky cop. 

For her, the Cocktail Hour is 
Amateur Hour. To summon a man to his audition, she: 
(1) 1-ooks at him steadily until lie sees she’s playing 
rooky; (2) smiles slightly, giving out the while with 
Go; and (3) suddenly lowers her lights in pretty con¬ 
fusion. 

It’s merely a matter of directing 
traffic from there on in. . . . 

Caution: in making contact at 
the bar, a wise Amateur avoids Asking for a Match, 
Winking. Baring the Knee and/or Thigh, or any and 
all combinations of these three. They are traditionally 
pro and their users arc scorned by men with anything 
to offer. 

The wise Amateur knows that 
an Unknown Quantity is smoothly unobligated, so she 
retains her Standing. Result: He asks for much less and 
tries for much more. . .. 

After a few dusks of this, the 
Amateur s fame will ricochet around the City. 

And all her friends will nod 
happily and say, ‘‘That Babe! We knew she had it in 
her!” 
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For Strangers 







Here’s why we did it . . . 


140 


WHILE YOU’RE IN TOWN 

Equipage for Sin 


Before you prowl San Fran¬ 
cisco gutters, it’s well to check your sinquipage. Because, 
as we said on page twenty-nine, you can’t sin at your 
worst by stripping for action. After spending some years 
sinning in a half-baked way, we found that out. 

About the pages that follow: 
we think we’ve dug up some useful information on the 
accouterments of sin. Here’s why we did it: 

It always burns us up to be in a 
strange city and not know where to go to get just what 
we want. 


We give you this dope in the 
hope of saving you a similar burn. 

One thing we think is important 
about any sinquipcry: it should give out with a hunk 
of gracious service. In the places coming up, you’ll find 
they're long on that item. 


Of sinquipage, we give you six 






1. THE SAVOR OF SIN 


Prelude to a night of sin is a 
belly-full of bang-up chow. 

To us, eating is more than pre¬ 
lude. It’s sin. Because we’ve tracked down the chefs 
that put out oomph. 

We’ve lined them up on the next 
pages in the order of the zap they gave us, knowing full 
well that crasser chins were never stuck out. Because, 
to droves of die gouty, every one of these restaurants is 
die place to put on the feed bag. 

Nevertheless, we give them to 
you as we sec them, the top ten (and one more, for a flat 
night), from whose dining rooms the savor of sin rises 
as an aromatic aphrodisiac. 

Hearken, when you’ve gorged, 
to your belly’s beatitude. 





NUMBER ONE 

Here is It. 

Lean, canny, conjovial Julius 
saw the tremendousness in this site seventeen years ago, 
when goats still grazed on Telegraph Hill. 

He bought it, built his Castle, 
built a road through the goats to it so the world could 
come. 

The Master’s stronghold has 
everything. And, surpassing the graciousness of the 
host, Emile lirosio. the miracle that is Julius' food, the 
fat nightly quota of the famed, the friendliness of Julius’ 
gorgeous collies, the hunting-room serenity . . . there is 
nothing. Except a super-terrific sinnorama from the 
Bridge to Bridge. . . . 

Eat here if you never eat any¬ 
where else. 


Julius' 

Castle 


AT: 302 Greenwich. On 
the Bay Bridge side of 
Telegraph Hill. 


VITA I, SINT1STICS 

Open: 5 to 11. Food: Defies any 
classification except “Julius’.” Sin- 
noisscurs will detect a subtle hint 
in the chefery of Julius’ native 
Italy. Barchief: Steve. Hats to: 
Betty. 
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1VUMBER TWO 


If you’d be shy about bumping 
into Bill Saroyan, or Benny Bufano, or Francis Lederer, 
or Herb Caen, or any of a hundred other famed Bo¬ 
hemians, writers, artists, movie stars, or just plain big 
shots, don’t come to the lair of George Mardikian. 

Here swank is soft-lit, deep- 
rugged, muraled. And, padding about amid this suuvity 
in a chef’s outfit, you’ll invariably see a large, pink man 
with many jowls. That’s George. 

George makes jellies out of rose 
petals, salads out of the juices of grape leuves, desserts 
out of the bubbles o/ cream. There’s no place in town 
where eating is such a sin. . . . 

Have George autograph your 
menu. He scripted ours in Persian, Armenian, and 
English. 


VITAL SINI1STICS 

Foon: George’s version of Arme- 
O 111 fir man. Zow! Open: 4 to midnight; 

, Host: George. Headwaiter: Bart. 

Khayyam S Barchief: Harry. Hatsto: Nancy. 

AT: O'Farrell and 
Powell. Downstairs. 
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M'MBER THREE 


Prepare to meet three fingers 
of steak face to face ... a sizzling, done-to-a-tum-but- 
oh-so-tender slab of bossy that oozes succulent juices 
and aromas. Prepare to find your steak accompanied by: 

A rousing, rollicking operatic 
aria by famed singing waiter Joe Bondonno; dream¬ 
like dancing between floor shows that bubble with lithe- 
limbed beauty; your own selection of vino from a 
rambling wine cellar bursting with ten thousand bottles 
of vintage wine. 

War Hero (Croix de Guerre 
and Order of the Purple Heart) John Sobrato is your 
host. Ziegfcld star and Killamey tenor Jack Mahan is 
your MC. 

And a shift to serious mellow¬ 
ing after dinner is your best bet. Around the tiny bar 
of the La Boheme Hoorn, where old songs like “My 
Merry Oldsmobile” and “Annie Laurie” are tradi¬ 
tionally bayed until curfew. 


John's 

Rendezvous 


AT: 50 Osgood Place 
just off the Old Bar - 
bary Coast. 


VITAL SIXTISTICS 

Open: Every day from 12 to 12. 
Hosts: John and Walter Sobrato. 






ghosts are still around 


NUMBER FOUR 


the Golden Gate. 


Here’s your chance to swing on 


The Cliff House was perched 
over the Pacific at Seal Rocks as far back as 1858. Mark 
Twain, Robert Louis Stevenson and Bret Harte used to 
haunt the place. And their ghosts are still around. . . . 

• (Bret Harte’s “Ballad of Mr. 
Cooke” happened here when a tight-rope walker teetered 
from the Cliff House to the Rocks and back.) 

The chow is swell, and the view 
very much so; you command the Pacific from whence 
come the great liners and China Clippers out of the 
Orient; the Golden Gate, through which they pass into 
port; the seals frolicking on the Rocks below. . . . 


Cliff 

House 


VITA I, SIIVTISTICS 

Open: 11:30 to 8. Tip: come three 
hours before you eat to swim and 
cocktail. Appetite? Man! Swim¬ 
ming: Bring your own suit and 
towel and hire a locker at nearby 
Sutro’s. Food: American and sea. 
Tip: let their mushroomed frog legs 
kick you in the ribs. Headwaiter: 
Albert. Barchief: Art. Hats to: 
Dorothy. 


AT: Point Lobos. 





. . . ravishing . . . 
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NUMBER FIVE 


This truly fine restaurant is 
rated tops by many a gourmet with a gout income. 

Ravishing salutes to deleciicity 
are put out here. Which is practically the whole story_ 

Bar, too. We’ve always won¬ 
dered why; food like Pierre puts out is worthy of taste- 
buds on their toes. 


Pierre's 


AT: 447 Pine. 


V I T A I. S11YTISTICS 

Open : 11:30 to 9. Flats du jour, 
11:30 to 3; l.e Diner, 5 to 9. Head- 
waiter: Lon. Food: French, Ameri¬ 
can. and sea. Tip: try Pierre’s 
Squab en Crapaudinc. 
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NUMBER SIX 


Just around the corner from 
Bufano’s Sun Yat Sen, there’s a small, choice hunk of 
Old Cathay. 

It’s a new place ... and already 
a top-notcher. Probable reason for its sudden over¬ 
whelming popularity ... at least, the reason we go there 
exclusively for Chinese food: the ancient-yet-stream¬ 
lined atmosphere is sinfully right for chopstick-wicld- 
ing. 

There’s a goldenly benign fig¬ 
ure of an old god at the door, nodding inscrutable wel¬ 
come. Inside, there’s color and spirit and food. Black- 
and-gold murals, rich and graceful as only tile art of the 
Orient can be, sing the sagas of heroes long since gone 
to their ancestors. Hospitality like silk and fine gold 
filigree is the gracious heritage of Host Kan and ull his 
padding minions. The food, succulent as sin (especially 
duck after they process it), you’ll want to eat with chop¬ 
sticks so it’ll last longer. . . . 

Another thing you'll like is the 
spacious airiness . . . something you don’t find in most 
Chinatown holes-in-the-wall. 


VITAL SINTISTICS 

Open: 5 to 10. Food: Chinese. 
(Tip: take an appetite along; don’t 
duplicate dishes ... order different 
ones and split them). Host: Ed 
Tim. Hats TO: Lillian. 


Cathay 

Ilouse 


AT: 718 California, at 





NUMBER ELEVEN 


Rudolph Schaeffer’s famous 
Gloria looks bewitchingly from her illuminated frame 
on the Domino wall, upon partakers of succulent food 
a la Anderson. 


It is rumored that artist Schaef¬ 
fer owns part of the spot—and why not—a total of 
three years of his life was spent producing the paint¬ 
ings on the walls—mostly nudes. 


Domino Club vital simistks 

Open: Noon til 12 P. M. Luncheon 
AT: 25 Trinity Place and Dinner and Cocktail Lounge. 
off Sutter near Mont¬ 
gomery St. 





NUMBER EIGHT 



. . . created for guzzling . . . 



When you walk into this long, 
narrow hunk of Old Germany, delight settles down on 
you like a mantle. 

The murals, for instance . . . 
Hot-shot babes of the Gay Nineties displaying coy meat. 
Old geezers playing poker. Scenes like that. The reason 
you find them important to you: they take you into the 
Past-as-it-aclually-was. 

Then, the bar. With George be¬ 
hind it in his striped shirt-sleeves and apron. And the 
bottles before the gilded mirror. It’s /Diamond Jim 
Brady atmosphere, created for the guzzling of schnapps. 

And food. By Chef Herbert, 
who really knows the formula for pigs knuckles and 
sauerkraut. And pumpcmicklc. And bratwurst. And 
weinerschnitzel. And sour beef potato pancakes. 

Top this all oil with mein genial 
host. Max Knifsche, and you’ve got a San Francisco 
institution. 

They’ve been in this spot since 
the Fire. And they were around long before that . . . 
since 1893. 


VITAL S1NTISTICS 

Open: 11 to 10. Closed on Satur- 
Schroeder’s days. Ladies are invited in the eve¬ 
ning, only. Host: Max. Barchief: 
Bill. Sintax: comfortable. 

AT: 111 From Street. 
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NUMBER NINE 

This upstairsery has that 
beamed, hewed-from-the-log quality that you’d find in 
a hunter’s lodge in some deep forest. 

The minute you pass through 
its plank doors, you’re under a spell. And the spell grows 
as you feel yourself become one of the Bohemians at its 
gay tables. 

But, more charming still is the 
bar room on the first floor, with logs crackling in the 
corner fire-place and everything magically warm and 
rich. 


Francisco. 


The most contented spot in San 


The 

Hanger 


AT: 611 Washington 
Street. 


VITAL S1MISTICS 

Open: 5 to 9. Luncheon: 12 to 2 
p. m.; Dinner, 5:30 to 9. Closed on 
Sunday. Food: French, Italian, and 
American. Headwaiter: Atolio. 
Barchief: Mike. 
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chorus gals ’n everything 


I.' 
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NUMBER TEN 

Joe Di Magcio’s Yacht Club 
is a real metropolitan nitery — located on colorful 
Fisherman’s Wharf. 

One of those big — bad — 
places your maiden Aunt Suzie warned you against. 
Yes — Chorus Girls and Sophisticated Actors — and 
all the trimmings. 

Joe VITAL simistics 

Dl llatff/io's Open: Dinners from 5 — 3 shows 
Yacht Cllih n ' tc *y and dancing— Closer! Mon¬ 

days. 

Dominating: Fisher¬ 
man's Wharf. 
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ALL YOU CAN EAT 
FOR 35 CENTS 

Poets, artists, writers, and phi¬ 
losophers come here to watch the human parade. 

Down-at-thc-heel oldsters, up- 
and-coming youngsters, stevedores, ditch-diggers, loud¬ 
mouthed oil-stock salesmen keeping up a front by day 
and economizing at night, messenger hoys, beggars, 
bums, tarts, toughs ... they all come to this impeccable, 
cream-and-wbitc basement with its 235 potted palms 
and fems, its twenty-one cages of canaries. 

A seven course dinner, and all 
the second helpings you want! 


Canary 

Ben 


AT: 116 Drumm Street. 


VITA I. SINTISTICS 

Open: 10 to 9. Food: American 
and sea. It’s clean and wholesome 
and about what grandma turns out 
down on the farm.. .on week-days. 
Tip: tip the waitress and you’ll 
have had a serf for life. Nobody 
does, usually . .. and a nickel puts 
a shine in her eyes! 


i5 





2. THE CROP FOR SIIV 


Albert Einstein or Jim Tully 
may be able to sin without a decent hair-cut, but the 
first thing most guys think about is getting the mop 
cropped so that their ears will stand out properly. 

We searched the city and found 
the barber, a sinspert with the snippers who’ll really 
give you a trim pruning. 


George 

AT: The Palace Hotel, 
Market and New Mont¬ 
gomery. 


VITAL smiSTICS 

The Shop: Palace Hotel Barber 
Shop. Open: 7:30 to 6:30 p. m. 
Master Barber: George Bernhard. 







is sin with a vervy zip. 

Sin on the crest of a finger wave 
As every gal knows. 

Especially if the hair stylist is 
young and handsome and has knowing hands. 

ihe best beauty mart . 

Here’s the best wave . . . and 
. . in town. 

lAebes 9 

VITAL SlJITISTieS 

The Shop: H. Liebes & Co.'s 

AT: Liebes, Post and 
Grant. Third Floor. 

Beauty Salon. Stvlists: A stall to 
choose from! 
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3. THE GARB FOR SIIV 


Guys: slop into tlie joints wear¬ 
ing your tweediest sports coat, your howlingest slax, 
your dawgiest dawgs. An old sweater, or a polo shirt, 
with a silk scarf knotted at your throat, makes your 
outfit right. 

If you wear a top-piece, make 
it a battered one with a feather in the band. 

Gals: slax, short-sport coat, 
sloppy sandals, and a Paisley scarf over your coiffed 
mop . . . that’s the body-trim. 

And, of course, you’ll wear 
your favorite do-dads, bracelets, charms, rings, bell. 
Tip: for fun, do a Sadie Thompson and clink in with 
bracelets on your ankles. 


VITAL SINTISTICS 

The Shop con Guys: Robert S. 
Atkins. Sintax: Right. AT: 150 

Joint-Wear Sutter. 

The Shop for Gai.s: Nellie Gaff¬ 
ney. Sintax: Right too! AT: 354 
Post 
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. . . correct swankery garb 


Guys: the Golden West is a 
bluff neck of the woods, and you can get by any place in 
town wearing anything. But slopping into the middle 
of a mess of white ties and tails is no good for any guy’s 
Mood Snooty. 

Correct swankery garb is any¬ 
thing from dark suit (pressed) to tails, via tux and 
dinner jacket. 


Gals: There’s nothing like a 
strapless gown for poised posing in the suave spots. If 
you can hold one up. Anything goes, of course, but for 
the perfect night of streamlined sin, wear the evening 
gown. 


VITAL SINTISTICS 

The Shop fok Guvs: Bullock and 
Stcatlkeru • Jones. Sintax: Wearing on the 

wallet. At: 340 Post. 

Wear The Shop ( . 0R c ALS . Maison Men- 

desolle. Sintax: Top. At: 339 
Powell. 
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4. THE SMELL OF SUV 

There’s nothing like doing the 
job up red when you’re painting a town. And when 
you’re painting, how you smell is important. 

We give you the spot where you 
can get the smell of sin in bottles. .... 

VITAL S1NT1STICS 

City The Shop: City of Paris. Sintax: 

0 | Pour speeds ahead—depending on 

the kind of smell you’re looking 

Paris tor. 

AT: Geary at Stockton. 
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5. THE BLOOMS OF SIN 


Imperative swank-sinquipage 
are corsage and boutonniere. Gals, of course, wouldn’t 
mind flowers for joint-wear, too. . . . 

Beauty-wise San Franciscans 
drop by this shop daily, let their souls salaam before 
world-famed window displays. 

Master Florist Eddie Goeppner 
is the genius behind the living art you see from the side¬ 
walk. And his work reflects what P. and B. do for you 
personally. 


San Francisco’s best bloom- 
sters; maybe the finest in the world. 


Podestu 

and 

Baldocchi 


VITA I, S11VTISTICS 

Open: 8 to 6. Closed Sundays. 
Delivery: fast. Flowers by wire to 
any place on the world. AT: 224 
Grans as you start for Chinatown . 




. . . smoke rings are port holes . . . 
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6. SIN’S SMOKE RINGS 

Nicotinists know that the pleas¬ 
ure they get out of smoking is really a sin; know, too, 
that smoke-rings are portholes through which may be 
better observed the sin-of-any-night. 

Many, indeed, are the limbs 
that have looked more wreadetic, many the snort that 
has taken on quantities of short-fused dynamite, many 
the hot streak where sirens have screamed louder in the 
blood . . . when seen through sin’s smoke rings. 

But, these nicotinists are sin- 
noisscurs of smoke-stuff. For them, we present Sun Fran¬ 
cisco’s best tobacconist. 


Benaderet's 


VITAL SIWTI8TICS 

Open: 9 to 5:30. Pipes: A tremen¬ 
dous collection of the finest. To¬ 
baccos: everything. 
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WHEN YOU GO HOME 


How To Organize Some Real Sin in Your 
Ou-n Home Town 

A guy and his gal who are 
really sold on sin can do something about the deplorable 
state of their own local brand. If its state is deplorable. 

Gambling and Sin, which are 
distinctly matters for professional sintrcpreneurs, are 
probably pretty well under control in your town already. 
And you’ve undoubtedly organized your local resources 
for Sin in Your Skin. 

You can do something, how¬ 
ever, about your joints and swankcrics; can see that 
getting plastered becomes Getting Plastered and that 
shows that sizzle. Sizzle. 
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About the Plaster business: 


You’ve got the spots. Your job 
is to rouse the natives to the disgrace of being a One 
Mood Town. 

It’s really simple. Organize 
your friends into a Committee for the Development of 
Local Resources for Getting Plastered. Hold meetings. 
Give them pep talks. Tell them about San Francisco. 
And sell them the idea that every sin-spot in town must 
be moodcd. 

With your Committee solidly 
behind you, it is then a simple matter to coerce the local 
Bar Owner's Association into seeing things your way. 
Or else. 
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... a Swankery Snooty in a Mood Blue . . . 
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Important: Once you’ve got the 
spots mooded right, don’t ruin your good work, not ever, 
by going into a Swankery Snooty in a Mood Blue, or 
so on. 

New traditions can’t stand 
much monkeying with. With pampering and coddling, 
however, the years will mellow them into institutions 
you’ll be proud you pioneered. 



About the Sizzle: the reason 
your town hasn’t any heat except in the center weeks of 
Summer (if it hasn’t) is probably because they’ve 
needed a pair like you to put in the furnace. 

The job is easily done. The only 
thing to remember is that you can’t expect your local 
beer parlor to import twenty pieces of goosey goose-flesh 
when he's only charging a dime a stein. So: local sizzling 
beef must l>e utilized. 

Pick out the fastest, prettiest 
waitress in town, disregard her posterior padding and 
knock-knccs, and do these two things to her: 

Strip her; and 

Teach her movement. 

How to strip her needs no blue¬ 
printing. And movement is, of course, something we 
can’t detail here. But, why should we, after the San 
Francisco wiggle-worms you’ve seen? 



You guy and you gal just teach 

her by demonstration. 

Put all you’ve got on the frying 
pan. Work at it! And you’ll be properly delighted when, 
after long hours of hot tutoring, your protege comes 
through with a really fetching arch-wiggle-writhe-arch- 
hump. 


If she just can’t get that much 
leverage, however, don’t despair. Because, by that time 
you gal will he so farenhot you can put on a sizzler 
yourself! 
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SIN’S END 

Hi Ho, Hi Vo 


There, guy and gal, are your 


And now,' farewell. May all 
your sins be little ones. And may you be a collector of 
trophies, always. 

Never a trophy. 

Hi yo, sinners! 


... a collector of trophies . . . 
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